THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

sense of likelihood, but he was emotional and imaginative
and would take colour and passion where he found them;
and I was glad indeed, when I had racked my brains for
reminiscences of The Sorrows of Satan, to find that I could
share with him the not quite Miltonic splendours which
he innocently supposed that the mysterious and fortunate
few, who had the key to the world's libraries, ranked with
Hamlet and The Midsummer Night's Dream. Any know-
ledge wider than his own I hope I concealed; and he was
egoistic enough, certainly unfortunate enough, not to
show the slightest curiosity as to my occupation or the
source of the acquaintance, which I shared with him,
with the mighty creations of Keats and Miss Gorelli.

The conversation began to run dry, he to repeat
himself, and the sun to sink towards the westward hill; I
rose to part, and so did he. He took what I was able to
give him with a womanly smile, shook hands and went
slowly, his head bowed, towards London, much too much
of a gentleman to be effusive in his thanks, and much too
reflective to suppose that a day or two's food and shelter
would solve his problem. As I mounted the rise and
went down that pretty drop to the pine-fringed lake (so
like pictures of British Columbia) in front of the "Hut
Hotel" at Wisley (where they used to have a collection of
albino birds, from swallow to snipe, in the bar but
have now removed them for smart tea-room furniture)
I was wondering what accident or design could ever set
straight such a wasted life as his.

I could not see him, in whatever industrial recovery,
fitting in (had he ever reaUy fitted?) with the modern
machine; he would have dreamed on a scaffolding,
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